Underground

WHAT is it makes people grumble about the crowded
Tubes and swear they will never travel underground
again if they can help it? Most of them seem to
imagine it is ordinary discomfort, but I fancy it is
really a sense of indignity. After all, to be compelled
to stand ten minutes or so is no great hardship to
most of us, especially when we know that we are
being hurled towards our destinations at a tremendous
speed. The indignity of these rush hours, however, is
undoubtedly unpleasant. Human beings, yourself in-
cluded, are suddenly turned into parcels. Labels are
pushed into their hands; trains are promptly loaded
with them to the full capacity; doors are opened and
shut to admit them; they are hustled out, shot up in
lifts, and only then, when the sweet cold rush of real
air comes to meet them, are they allowed to turn back
into ordinary men and women. I seem to remember
that some years ago shouting machines were employed
at several of the busiest Tube stations. "Now pass
along, please," these monsters roared, and there was
ft suggestion that if you did not pass along they would
eat you. The mechanical voices are there no longer,
but during the rush hours the attendants themselves
are not unlike those machines and clearly regard us
ts so much material for transport, moving parcels of
aa awkward size and shape. It is only when things
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